CHAPTER 103 


July 30, 2011 


“Did you sleep well | heard that a girl was killed last night. The noise of the arcade 
was bad, but can you buy some coffee from the café in the police cars? Thanks, | 
can't even safely walk around... | can safely withdraw cash now. Have you heard? 
Good morning. Don't be out dangerously late, okay? Relax and don't let your guard 
down.” 


The investigation team was getting very close to the top of the castle Mitsuo had 
decided to hide out in, and with each floor they climbed, the stranger the words the 
hollow voice echoing through the halls spoke. No one could understand what the 
hell he was saying by this point, and quite frankly, it was a little concerning. Rise 
was outright frightened, in fact. But they pressed on all the same. If this guy was 
their killer, they couldn’t back off. And the more his words seemed to lose their 
meaning, the less there seemed to be a method to his madness, the more his sanity 
seemed to gradually slip away, the closer they knew they were getting. 


“It sounds like he's losing it... He might be insane... Umm... I'm getting kinda 
scared...” Rise announced as everyone walked around. There was no denying the 
guy had lost his mind by this point; it was only a matter of whether he was going to 
be dangerous because of it... Or if he was dangerous before his mind went. Justin 
honest to god believed it was him; but it would be nice to get a confession for 
confirmation. Though that really wasn’t looking like that was going to happen soon. 


“L.. L.. don't have anything... TIIIITIIIIIIIII 
DDDOOOONNTTHAAVEANNYYTHINNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG” 


“Jesus Christ, whatever happened to that level up shit? At least that wasn’t creepy 
as fuck.” Justin mumbled aloud. As absolutely disgusting as it was that Mitsuo 
seemingly had treated those murders as a game, the rest of the team was hard 
pressed to disagree with Justin. At least they could sort of understand why he did it 
if he thought it was a game. He’d be doing it for kicks; for shits and giggles. They 
couldn’t figure out what had made him snap if his mind was already this long gone. 
And that was the scary part; delving into the unknown. 


Of course, the group didn’t really have much time to think about that; they had 
been running into shadows like crazy on this floor. Mostly these weird dice things 
and some more of those annoying ass hands. Though, they certainly hadn’t gotten 
the drop on them like they had this time. Justin sure as hell wasn’t expecting one of 
those hand things to fall from the ceiling and latch onto him. Well, needless to say; 
having a giant hand that weighs just about as much as you attached to your head 
was not a good thing. 


“GAH! GET THIS THING OFF ME!” Justin shouted as the hand’s fingers wrapped 
around his head, causing him to thrash about as the hand’s weight shifted from side 
to side, steering him into walls and all sorts of hazardous objects. It was a wonder 
Justin’s neck hadn’t snapped from all that weight on his head. Everyone 
immediately got into a fighting position; save maybe Maya, who had taken up a 
support role since she joined the group inside the television. She could fight, but 
really she was better off just standing to the side and healing where she could. 


“Quit moving!” Chie barked at Justin as she tried to line up a shot. Everyone else 
was hesitant to really strike the hand because it was right on top of Justin’s head. 
Chie? Not so much. She didn’t have any sharp objects that could sever Justin’s head 
clean off if she wasn’t careful. Though Justin really wished she had been a bit more 
careful as she gave a clean swipe of her foot to Justin’s head; knocking the hand off, 
but also knocking Justin into the floor pretty hard. “Oh crap. S-Sorry.” Chie 
frantically apologized as Justin groaned as he collided with the floor. That was not 
how he intended for them to get that thing off his head. And the worst part of it was 
they didn’t even finish the thing off; it just sort of scurried away after taking one 
hard ass kick to its figurative ass. Justin groaned a bit as Chie helped him back to 
his feet, rubbing at a cut on the side of his head the floor had managed to tear 
open. Maya was immediately concerned once she noticed it and ran over to help. 


“Jesus that’s a nasty looking wound.” Maya remarked examining it as Justin stood 
up. Justin glared at her all the while, not so much as saying a word to her. Maya 
bowed her head, ready to that thing she did with the blue aura and crap the let her 
heal people... But alas, Justin had other plans. He walked right past her, ignoring her 
efforts to heal him. And she noticed alright, opening her eyes in slight surprise and 
disappointment as he continued to try and pretend she didn’t exist. She couldn’t 
really do anything if he didn’t stand still, and he knew it. He didn’t want her help, 
apparently; as though that were supposed to make a statement. Everyone was a 
little flabbergasted at Justin as he didn’t so much as say a word to Maya after 
blowing her off. 


“We were heading this way right? Sort of lost my sense of direction with that hand 
on my face.” Justin remarked sarcastically. Everyone on the team stared at each 
other in slight disbelief before turning towards Justin and nodding in confirmation. 
And with that Justin began to proceed back down the hall, the investigation team 
following shortly behind. Most of them wanted to stay out of whatever feud those 
two seemed to be having right now. The only one who seemed to care was Yosuke; 
who was getting a little fed up with the way Justin had been treating Maya for the 
last few hours. The two stayed behind for a moment as the rest of the team 
progressed; staying just far enough behind that Justin couldn’t hear them, but close 
enough that they wouldn’t get lost. 


“What's up with you two? Something happen?” Yosuke asked Maya as the two 
walked along, Maya hanging her head with disheartenment. She shook her head 


Slightly; not as a way of declining something had happened, but rather shaking her 
head with disappointment in herself. She didn’t blame Justin for acting the way he 
was; hell, she was upset the others were blaming Justin for acting the way he was. 
Maya would be the first to vouch that she deserved this; as much as it hurt her. 


“| said some nasty stuff to him the other day.” Maya took full responsibility for the 
attitude Justin had. She didn’t want the others to hate him for hating her... Yosuke 
crossed his arms, not very satisfied with that explanation. Everyone says stuff they 
regret later, but it couldn’t be that bad. The Maya he knew wouldn’t say something 
to purposely hurt Justin; and if she didn’t do it on purpose, then Justin had no reason 
to be pissed at her. He was just acting like an overgrown man child by this point. 


“C’mon. I’m sure it’s not your fault.” Yosuke tried to cheer her up. Maya smiled 
Slightly, not necessarily because she had cheered her up, but rather because she 
was happy to see him try. It’s the thought that counted after all, and this wasn’t just 
any old thought; this was a thought from Yosuke. A very sweet one at that. It was a 
wonder she hadn’t started blushing; perhaps she had just gotten better at trying to 
hide that stuff so she didn’t look ridiculous in front of him. 


“No... No it was...” Maya sighed slightly, the grin on her face slowly subsiding. 
Yosuke frowned, disappointed by the way Maya was beating herself up. He lifted his 
arm out from under his other arm, extending it out to try and grab Maya by the 
other shoulder, bringing her towards him in a half-embrace... For her, | mean! No 
totally not because he wanted to or anything... Well anyway; that was the intention, 
but half way through him trying to weasel his arm around her, he bumped straight 
into Teddie. It seemed the others had stopped as they found the door way to their 
culprit. Teddie turned around very visibly irritated by Yosuke’s collision with him. 
Yosuke in turn blushed. Hard. He sure as hell hoped no one else had seen anything. 


“Hey, what’s the big idea?! How rude!” Teddie declared, pouting slightly as Yosuke 
waved his arms in front of his chest in an apologetic and frantic manner. Normally 
he didn’t care what Teddie thought; but he didn’t want to risk Ted possibly having 
seen anything and spelling the beans. Justin turned around to glare at the three 
making a commotion. They had business here, and they didn’t need to waste their 
energy bickering like that. 


“Will you two shut the fuck up?” Justin barked at the two, putting an end to Teddie’s 
rant before he even began. Teddie crossed his arms and grumbled under his breath; 
no doubt annoyed with the way he was being treated right about now. Justin sighed 
before turning his attention to Rise. “Anything on the other side?” Justin questioned. 
As though he didn’t already know. The big door always signified this was the right 
place. Still, he supposed it would be best to know before he kicked in the door. Rise 
nodded a bit, having finished scanning the other side with her Persona. 


“Hmmm... | can sense him past the door.” Rise declared, informing the group this 
was the place. Justin cracked his neck to both sides, as though to flex his muscles 


before him and Chie pulled back on their legs and kicked the door in with complete 
unison. It warranted some applause from Yu; though that was most likely sarcastic. 
Point was, they got the job done without everyone pushing on these doors for 
fifteen minutes. Chie clamped her teeth shut in anger as the door opened and they 
got a good look at the contents of the room. It was round like a coliseum; and in the 
dead center was Mitsuo and his shadow... Though strangely, Mituso seemed to be 
the one doing all the talking; not his shadow. 


“Look! There he is!” Chie shouted before everyone rushed in, surrounding Mitsuo 
from all sides; ready to pounce and take him down if he tried anything funny. It 
looked like their mission was complete, save for one thing... This guy had a shadow. 
It seemed the possibility of the killer having a shadow had never crossed the team’s 
minds; but when you think about it, someone as mentally unstable as Mitsuo 
probably had a lot of suppressed fucked up thoughts... That might be problematic 
now that they thought about it. 


“You Mitsuo!? You better be ready to pay, you bastard!” Kanji shouted at Mitsuo, an 
expression on his face that suggested he was going to let loose some frontier 
justice on his ass... Which Justin was not opposed to for the record; it’s just that 
there was something a little more important they needed to deal with at the 
moment. And for once, it seemed he and Yosuke agreed on something; something 
wasn’t quite right about the way Mitsuo was interacting with his shadow. The 
shadow wasn’t even saying anything to the kid; Mitsuo was the one doing all the 
talking. 


“Wait, Kanji... Something's not right!” Yosuke tried to cool the embers in Kanji’s 
heart. Something was certainly not right about this... Not one bit. 


“Everyone gets on my nerves... That's why | did it! What do you think of that!? Say 
something, dammit!” Mitsuo barked at his shadow, practically spilling his guts out 
for his shadow to rip apart, only to find the shadow had no interest. Every time he 
demanded his shadow say anything, the shadow remained quiet; and in turn Mitsuo 
talked more. And the more he talked; the more evidence they had stalked against 
him. But the way he was just sort of shouting this to the world... Either he was very 
proud of what he did, or he needed someone to hear it. Anyone apparently, if his 
choice in recipient for this information was any indication. “Nobody even thought of 
me after the first two people. That's why | went for the third one! | killed them!” 
Once again, the shadow did not reply; and the quieter he got, the more pissed off 
Mitsuo got. “Wh-What're you all quiet for...?” Mitsuo questioned angrily. 


“Because... | feel nothing...” The shadow eventually spoke up, the echo in his 
voice striking Justin as particularly ghastily. There was something frightening about 
the shadow being so... calm, yet so melancholy in his tone. There was something 
very painful in the shadow’s voice... There was definitely something scary about the 


shadow being the one who seemed afraid. It wasn’t, of course; but you could have 
fooled Justin easily if he didn’t know how manipulative a shadow could get. 


“What're you talking about!? Make sense, dammit!” Mitsuo demanded, his voice 
growing more and more frantic, panicking at the shadow’s reluctance to speak. He 
had said everything to his shadow, and yet his shadow refused to so much as 
acknowledge his existence. Talk about an unheard plea for attention. Chie fidgeted 
about slightly, not sure if she should be maintaining her battle pose right now. She 
was more confused than she felt threatened. 


“What the...? Which one's the Shadow?” Chie questioned. 


“I’m guessing the one that’s glowing purple.” Justin in turn remarked snidely. Chie 
shrugged slighty. She really should have known that; but could you really blame 
her? This entire argument the two of them were having... Mitsui himself was 
exhibiting more of the traits a shadow would than his actual shadow. He was the 
one Spilling all his secrets out to the world, and he was the one who was being 
aggressive. His shadow just sat there and listened. And said nothing. At least, it did 
until his shadow stood up, turning his attention over to his human counterpart, an 
empty expression on his face. 


“1... have nothing... | am nothing... And you... are me...” The shadow spoke up 
slowly in a monotone voice; that creepy echo on his voice seeming to drive his 
words hard into the hearts of everyone present. It was seriously creepy; even by 
Justin’s standards. And Justin had a control-freak who wanted to wipe out humanity 
(and potentially fuck anything with a vagina) living inside his skull. You know if you 
made him feel uneasy, you were one creepy motherfucker. 


“What...? What's that supposed to mean!? I'm... I'm not nothing...” Mitsuo 
countered, faltering slightly as he finished his sentence, claiming to be more than 
nothing. It seemed he was having a hard time believing it himself. Justin 
immediately drew his gun; knowing fairly well how this was going to end. Obviously 
Mitsuo wasn’t going to listen to a word the investigation team said; they were here 
to arrest him after all, so talking him down from denying his shadow wasn’t going to 
happen. All they could do was prepare for if he did deny it. 


“No! If this keeps up...!” Yukiko shouted, trying to stop him before he said anything. 
Strangely, despite being surrounded and shouted at a couple of times earlier, it 
seemed he had only just noticed the group surrounding him right now... One of 
them with a gun drawn and trained on the imposter standing in front of him. He 
wasn’t too pleased with the people who had all been gathered around him right 
now, that much was for sure. Especially not... her. 


“Wh-Who are you guys!? How'd you get in here...? Dammit, who the hell are you!? 
What're you doing here!?” Mitsuo barked at them, panicking as he looked around to 
spot way more faces than he was comfortable with surrounding him... Though there 


was a certain sense of pleasure stirring up inside of him with all these people 
watching him, listening to him and all he did; all the attention he was getting was 
actually exciting him. 


“Shut the hell up! We came after you!” 


“Are you the killer?” Chie followed up Kanji’s vicious remark. Justin shook his head 
Slightly. Smooth, Chie. So much for subtlety. Still, it seemed it had worked to some 
extent. Despite being direct as fuck, and this guy having really no reason to admit 
to anything, Mitsuo was more than happy to oblige. He paused for a moment before 
a wicked grin found its way spreading across his face, a sinister laugh under his 
breath. 


“Of course | am! I'm the one behind everything!” Mitsuo declared with pride; pride 
in his work murdering people apparently. Justin was actually a little concerned he 
was pointing his gun at the wrong Mitsuo right now. After all, this guy was a huge 
scumbag, and the shadow couldn’t exist on its own until Mitsuo denied him right? 
So if he were to say... accidentally pull the trigger on Mitsuo; boom, two problems 
solved at once. Mitsuo turned back to his shadow, continuing to shout and take 
credit for all the killings that had occurred. “I don't give a damn what this imposter's 
saying! Hahaha, you hear that!? You have nothing to do with me! Get outta my 
sight!” Mitsuo ordered the shadow, apparently finding some bravery and audacity in 
his pride, before turning his attention back to the teenagers surrounding him right 
now. “That goes for the rest of you, too... Why'd you chase me all the way here!? I'll 
kill you! I'll kill all of you! | can do it, you know... | can do anything!” 


“Calm down before | put you down.” Justin glared at him, turning his gun to Mitsuo 
now. Fuck the shadow; he just threatened to kill his friends. That wasn’t going to 
happen, and he’d put a bullet in this fucker’s brain before he so much as laid a 
finger on his friends. Mitsuo didn’t seem in the slightest bit fazed by the gun pointed 
straight at his skull though... He did seem fazed by his shadow’s aura suddenly 
glowing much brighter and much more intensely though, the purple smog 
surrounding him seeming to blow at him with strong intensity. 


“So you don't accept me...” The shadow muttered. Justin went to train his gun 
back on the shadow when suddenly the entirety of the group had been blown back 
by an explosion of power. Justin didn’t even hear the part where Mitsuo denied his 
shadow. He called him an imposter, sure; but he never explicitly stated ‘you are not 
me:’ which seemed like the exact words needed to get the shadows to shape shift. 
As Justin pushed himself up from the ground he had been flung against, he was 
greeted by the sight of what appeared to be a floating fetus, sitting in a meditation 
pose. 


Yeah... It was weird. 


It made more sense as he started to build up what seemed like a suit of armor out 
of blocks; pixels if you will, forming the much bigger and more recognizable shape 
of what seemed like an RPG character; a warrior made completely of blocks. 
Everyone was busy contemplating what the hell this thing was, for some 
inexplicable reason, when Justin decided fuck it and charged in before anyone else. 
He thrusted his hand forward as he rushed forward, summoning his persona as he 
darted forward. And within seconds his persona was right there in front of the 
pixilated warrior, hammering block after block of its armor away, sending them 
crashing to the ground below. Justin all the while was taking pot shots at any 
chance he saw the opportunity. They didn’t do much unfortunately, what with the 
armor and all. 


“Come... I'll end your emptiness.” The shadow’s voice echoed out from the 
outer shell of armor it was wearing; completely oblivious to the scratch damage 
Justin was doing. As he finished the remark, the rest of the investigation team 
charged in; save Rise who had simply been scanning the shadow for weak points, 
and Maya who was still serving a support role, and had simply been applying boosts 
and heals where she saw possible. It seemed as though almost no one noticed that 
Yosuke and Chie were sporting all new Personas. Maya certainly did, but now was 
not the time to be gaping at the ascended Personas those two had now possessed. 
Everyone else was hammering away at that outer shell with all they had. And they 
slowly but surely were deconstructing it. But with a single swipe of its sword, it had 
managed to hurl everyone back across the room, giving the shadow some more 
breathing room. 


Justin groaned as he gripped at his side in slight pain from the second impact he 
had made with the floor. Good news; it wasn’t a broken rib. He snarled a bit as he 
stood up, ready to send his Persona back in when suddenly the shadow cast a wave 
of energy over everyone in the room. Justin covered his face using the side of his 
arm as though blocking a punch. He didn’t know what this thing did, and he highly 
doubted blocking it would do anything, but it was always better to be safe than 
sorry. Well, Justin seemed completely unaffected... Yosuke not so much. Out of 
nowhere, he literally dropped down into a fetal position, screaming in horror. Justin 
looked on with amazement as the once determined Yosuke sat there trying to hold 
back his fear. Yu immediately rushed to his aid, digging through his pockets for 
some medicine he had that he thought might help alleviate the sudden wave of fear 
over him. In the mean time; the rest of the team charged back forward to strike 
away at the shell. 


“What's wrong?” Maya questioned as she ran over to where Yu was trying to help 
Yosuke. He was shaking violently at this point; though why was anyone’s guess. All 
they knew was that wave of energy must have had something to do with this. Yu 
shook his head; the medicine wasn’t working. It was designed to help with a lot of 
the status ailments they had run into the during their dungeon crawls, but alas, it 
seemed completely ineffectual here. This was not looking good. 


“Il don’t know... He’s afraid of something, that’s for sure.” Yu tried to explain. It was 
really hard to describe the condition he was in. It was like he was seeing something 
that wasn’t there; and that thing was frightening enough to make him thrash his 
body about to try and escape. What it was he was seeing, Yu didn’t want to know. 
Some things were better off being unsaid. Maya stared at Yosuke for a moment 
longer, before crouching down and giving a gesture to Yu to tell him to back off and 
let her try something. 


“Give me some room; I’m going to try something.” Maya ordered Yu, grabbing 
Yosuke by the hand to try and calm him the best of her ability while she performed 
the spell. She closed her eyes, and within seconds, the blue aura was surrounding 
her once again. “Patra.” She whispered under her breath. This was a long shot, but 
it was worth trying anyway. Much to her relief, it seemed to work, as the tension in 
Yosuke’s eyes suddenly loosened, his body stopped shivering... And his cheeks 
grew hot red as he noticed Maya was holding his hand. He almost immediately 
withdrew it. 


“Wh-What just happened?” Yosuke questioned. He had seen some pretty fucked up 
stuff in the last few minutes, but everything seemed fine right now. He was very 
much confused, he’d tell you that much. Maya smiled at him with relief, pushing 
herself up from the ground, proud of the work she had done. But alas, while she’d 
love to stand here with pride forever, happy to see Yosuke was alright, she did have 
other work to do. Yosuke stood up, shooting her a grin of appreciation, before him 
and Yu soon darted off back into the fields. Maya eventually turned her attention 
back over to everyone beating the crap out of the shadow... And the shadow in turn 
turned its attention to her. 


He had noticed that she had snapped Yosuke out of his fear, right when he was 
about to seal his fate; a spell that would make his fears a living reality. And that 
would in turn kill him, as he was trapped in his fears for eternity. And Maya had just 
ruined that. He wasn’t very pleased that was for sure. It meant that the only way he 
was going to be able to teach these people the true meaning of fear, the true void 
of emptiness, was to do away with her. He pointed his sword at her, and she in turn 
froze in place with fear as the pixilated blade overshadowed her. 


“GIGA” The shadow announced his move; energy radiating from the point of his 
sword. Maya just stood there and watched as the blade pointed at her, a bolt of 
pure almighty energy aimed straight at her. She couldn’t move; she was stiff with 
fear at this point. Justin turned his attention away from the piece of armor he was 
hammering away at for a brief moment, noticing the energy attack aimed straight 
at Maya. 


“Shit!” Justin declared, turning away from what he was doing, running over to where 
Maya had been standing. Just as the bolt of energy had been fired off, straight at 
Maya, Justin slid in front of the blast, taking the full force of the attack. Maya 


watched in awe and pain as she watched Justin scream out as the energy bounced 
off his torso, frying away at his skin. He felt every fiber of his being cry out with 
pain, and then some. And it wasn’t even until the blast had ended that he could 
loosen his muscles enough to fall. Maya breathed in and out with horror as she 
watched Justin literally take the bullet for her. After all she had done, he had still put 
his own life in jeopardy to help him. She wasn’t even sure she could move to help 
him, she was still afraid. 


But she did; she dropped to her knees before rolling Justin over to get a better 
working angle on him. Maya grabbed at his wrist feeling for a pulse. Luckily, it 
seemed his heart was still working just fine. Hell; his pulse was actually pretty fast. 
It was like the blast was trying to speed up his heart to the point of explosion or 
something. Or maybe his body was just happy to still be alive right now. All the 
same, she felt a wave of relief come over her before she inspected the damages. 
There was nothing externally to give away what had happened, though she could 
make out a couple of broken bones where the blast had impacted. Justin’s eyelids 
pulsated slightly; indicating that he was still very much awake, and still very much 
in pain. He couldn’t even scream anymore; that’s how bad it hurt. Maya held her 
breath for a moment, before bowing her head, frantically whispering chants under 
her breath as she tried to summon the energy she needed for this. It took almost all 
of the energy in her to mend his bones, to seal the fractures, to numb the pain. And 
by the times she was done; she couldn’t even stand. She breathed out heavily as 
Justin slowly pushed himself off the ground; the pain in his muscles not entirely 
gone. 


“You alright...” Justin muttered, panting heavily as he pushed himself up. Maya 
shook her head in slight disbelief. Justin had jumped in front of a deadly attack like 
that, been damn near out for the count with a whopping twelve broken bones, and 
he had the audacity to ask if she was the one alright. If she had the energy, she’d 
probably cry tears of joy. But she didn’t. So she settled for a light ‘you suck,’ 
chuckle. 


“You fucking asshole.” Maya joked. “Don’t worry me like that!” Justin smirked 
Slightly as he raised himself from the ground, clutching at where his bone had been 
shattered but a moment earlier. Maya didn’t have enough energy to numb ALL of 
the pain; just enough that his body wouldn’t go into a coma from the physical 
shock. “I don’t Know what I'd do if something happened to you...” Maya remarked, 
sorrow in her voice. She couldn’t take any more of the people she loved being hurt; 
she had dealt with that enough in her lifetime. Justin smiled weakly at her. It was 
like every ounce of rage in his body had disappeared with the wounds in his body. 


“Probably the same thing I’d do if something happened to you.” Justin remarked 
snidely. Maya blushed slightly, a wide grin on her face, as Justin gave a joking salute 
and limped back off to the battlefield. The others had worked quite abit away of the 
shell, and now... Now Justin could see the shadow inside, struggling back and forth 


as he noticed his defenses weakening. Justin pulled his magnum out of his pocket, 
slowly aiming it at the shadow’s head as he slowly approached it. And just as he 
was about to pull the trigger; his eyes turned golden yellow once again. “This is 
for fucking with my sister.” 


And with that, Justin pulled the trigger; a bullet exploding out of the barrel of the 
gun and ripping straight through the shadow’s skull. It simply stood there for a 
moment, letting out a foul screech as it’s muscles tensed up with pain, before 
eventually dropping down, hanging over the edge of the armor he had crafted to 
protect himself; purple blood dripping down the pixilated sides of the 8-bit warrior. 
The suit eventually started to fade away, and with it, the shadow’s form reverted 
back to normal, though the blood didn’t stop. The team sighed with relief as they all 
slowly surrounded Mitsuo and his shadow; save maybe Maya, who couldn’t stand. 
Yosuke had noticed and went back to give her a hand though, a wide grin on his 
face as he lifted her up from the ground, snaking his arm around her to hold her up. 
These weren’t the circumstances he had hoped to be able to do that under, but he’d 
take what he could get. Maya was just happy that this was all over. 


“Finally awake, huh? You've been a major pain in our ass.” Yosuke shouted out 
towards Mitsuo as he dragged Maya along. He had just been waking up as the team 
surrounded him; ready to finish the job and go on with their lives. Justin was 
standing particularly close, hoping for him to give Justin an excuse to kick in his 
teeth. Everyone could tell he was limping, and most of them had seen him taking 
the blast on Maya’s behalf; so they would have preferred he back up and let the rest 
of the team do the work. But he insisted on getting payback the good old fashioned 
way. With personal violence. 


“What the...? You guys... Wh-Who the hell are you guys!?” Mitsuo asked frantically, 
as though he had already forgotten what they were here for. Justin glared at him 
before kicking him in the rib. 


“Your worst fucking nightmare.” Justin snarled before backing away from the now 
writhing in pain Mitsuo. That wasn’t quite as violent as he had hoped he could get; 
but he realized he was actually hurting himself more than he was hurting Mitsuo by 
moving his only just healed bones around like that. They might as well be broken 
with the way they hurt. Not a single person objected to him kicking Mitsuo either. In 
fact, Chie tried to give him a high-five, but you can figure out how that turned out 
when his entire body was screaming out in pain. 


“The police are after you. They think you're the one who killed King Moron and the 
other two. So...? Are you the killer?” Yosuke asked once more, annoyance in his 
voice as he interrogated Mitsuo. Mitsuo stopped squirming about in pain for a 
moment, glaring up at his attackers before his vicious stare eventually gave way to 
a maniacal laugh and grin. Oh he did it alright; and he was fucking proud. 


“All the cases... All on me... That's right, | did it!” 


“You piece of shit!” Kanji shouted what everyone was thinking. Right now, Justin 
was considering putting a bullet through the guy’s mouth. An eye for an eye, after 
all, right? And this guy owed at least three eyes. Oh ho, his death should have been 
painful as fuck. But alas; if he did that, he’d be no better than Mitsuo. Justin was no 
murderer; as much as he’d like to be sometimes. 


“And not just that bastard Morooka... That stupid announcer and that Konishi bitch, 
too! | killed all of them! It was all me!” Mitsuo continued, more than a little pleased 
that people knew of his work. That they knew he was the one to do it. After all; to 
die unsung would really bring you down. Of course; while they had wanted to kick 
his ass a moment earlier, they were much more captivated by the shadow 
disappearing behind him. No blue light; no purple smoke. Just gone. Like he had 
never been there to begin with. It was concerning to say the least. 


“Wh-Where did it go!?” Rise shouted with concern as the shadowy figure bleeding 
out behind Mitsuo disappeared into thin air. Justin was getting a couple of side 
glances, for obvious reasons. He didn’t seem to be reacting the way he did the last 
time the purple smoke had appeared... Something was very different about this... 
But what? 


“What's going on...?” 


“Ha... Hahaha... It's gone... That frickin’ monster disappeared... Take that, son of a 
bitch...” Mitsuo shouted in victory over his now deceased shadow. He still hadn’t 
come to terms that his shadow was part of him; that the shadow WAS him. And that 
might explain why the shadow didn’t dissolve away into that blue light, why Mitsuo 
didn’t seem to get a persona (thank god.) Persona or not, though, Mitsuo soon 
collapsed, keeling over with fatigue as his shadow vanished; slipping away from the 
real world. It seemed just having the shadow get the crap beaten out of it was 
enough to rip away at an individual’s energy levels. Despite the terrible crimes 
Mitsuo admitted to, the team rushed over to his aide as he collapsed onto the 
ground. 


“H-Hey!” 


“He's exhausted... We need to hurry and get him out of here!” 


“Where... am [..?” 


It was quite a walk, but the group had managed to drag Mitsuo back out through the 
television; in more ways than one mind you. Usually when they pulled someone out 
of a television, it was because they were weak. This time, they were very forcefully 
restraining him the entire way out. Mitsuo didn’t put up any fight or attempt to 
escape; but then, it kind of felt good to treat him like shit after what he had done to 
all those people. By all accounts, the investigation team had turned into those 


asshole wardens in those old jail movies. You know the ones. Yu kneeled down to 
address Mitsuo on a more personal level; anger, yet calmness in his eyes. It was a 
wonder the guy could maintain a cool head about all of this. 


“Can't you tell?” Yu remarked, a frown on his face, only the slightest hint of anger in 
his voice. He was being incredibly condescending, but then, how could he not? They 
were talking to an asshole who had murdered three people; they were better than 
this fuck in every way. And they intended to make him know that. Mitsuo looked 
about the Junes, panicking slightly; not because he knew he had been caught. He 
didn’t care about that. He was panicking because he was confused about everything 
that had just happened. 


“Why... am | here...? What the hell are you guys...? S-Stop it... Why did the TV... 
Nngh...” Mitsuo choked up half questions; overloaded by everything he was seeing. 
It seemed this was the first time he had been inside the television... Strangely, he 
didn’t seem to have any knowledge of what happened inside of there, about 
persona or shadows or any of that crap. Hell, for all Justin knew, he could have been 
throwing those people in there without knowing how dangerous it was. Of course; 
that excuses nothing considering he still killed those people, knew about it, and 
continued to do it anyway. 


“You seem confused from everything that happened. But we have a bunch of 
questions for you. First off, why did you do all this!? Answer in ten words or less!” 
Teddie remarked, trying to sound as official as he could. He wasn’t really taking this 
as seriously as everyone else; or if he was, he certainly didn’t come across as it. 
Especially with that ten words or less crap. Though to be fair; it would be nice if this 
asshole kept it short so they could hurry up and throw his ass in jail. 


“Haha... What the hell? Is that a costume...? Haha, what a loser... Get outta my 
face, you freak...” Mitsuo panted, very clearly finding amusement with this 
interrogation session he currently found himself in. And the more he back talked, 
the more amused he seemed by the team’s questions on the crime, the more Justin 
wanted to knock his fucking teeth in. He didn’t even care if it hurt; it was just 
important that he hurt too. 


“F-Freak!? Grrrrr!” Teddie growled, just about ready to strangle Mitsuo, when 
Yosuke stuck out his arm to stop Teddie from doing something rash, keeping him in 
place and trying to calm him down. They still didn’t have an answer, and besides; 
he wasn’t as much of a fan of frontier justice as Justin and Kanji seemed to be. They 
were going to do this by the books; the cops would decided what to do with him, not 
them. 


“Hold it, Teddie. You're not helping.” 


“Did you really do it?” Yu questioned, trying to play off Teddie’s anger by taking the 
role of the good cop. He already knew Mitsuo did it; he admitted to it after all. But 


he wanted to hear it again; to hear the pride in this guy’s voice as he declared that 
he indeed ended the lives of three innocent people. And after that? He’d turn a 
blind eye to Justin, who was coming dangerously close to punching the guys face in. 


“Get off my back... | already told you... | did it...” Mitsuo remarked with annoyance; 
not because he did something horrendous, but because he was sick of repeating 
himself. He continued to chuckle at how his work was spreading about; how all 
these people cared about his crime... All the fame and reputation he had gotten 
from putting those people down. Everyone shook their heads in disgust; save 
maybe Yosuke, he was biting his bottom lip and closing his eyes, trying not to holler 
out in anger. He wasn’t one for frontier justice, and he never would be, but this guy 
would truly deserve it for what he did to Saki. 


“Why...? How could you do such a thing?” Rise questioned, pain in her voice as she 
thought about the horrible deeds this man had done. What possible explanation 
could there be for what he did? Nothing she could think of could justify 
systematically trying to murder innocent people. Was it for revenge? Was it just for 
the hell of it? She wanted to know. Especially since she was one of the targets. 


“Three people are dead because of you...” Chie explained with disgust in her voice, 
condescending him and his immoral practices. She had expected him to feel some 
amount of remorse, just the tiniest hint of regret. Instead, he just started laughing 
like a mad man. And Justin in turn kicked him across the side of his head. He had 
about enough of this shit. Mitsuo didn’t seem the slightest bit fazed by the now 
open cut along the side of his skull right now, though. Hell, he seemed to laugh 
harder at the blood gushing down his cheek. 


“Everyone's talking about it, right? It's a huge deal... and | did it! All of it! All by 
myself...!” Mitsuo choked up with great enthusiasm. Justin was honest to god going 
to kill this fucker once he heard his reason. He had done it just to get attention? 
Thank god Yosuke and Maya held him back, because honestly? He would have done 
it. He really would have beaten this guy to death right there in the Junes. Everyone 
was outright mortified right about now; even Yu, who had been keeping a cool 
demeanor up until now. Now? He was very clearly pissed off. 


“You just wanted the attention...?” Yosuke shouted with disgust as he held on 
tightly to Justin’s arm as he struggled to try and break free to beat the ever loving 
crap out of this guy. Yosuke was honestly having a hard time deciding whether he 
should let go or not. The guy would definitely deserve it; after what he had done to 
Marooka and the announcer... and Saki. Especially Saki. 


“Then why did you target me and the others? How did you kidnap us?” Yukiko 
shouted, her normally reserved demeanor long gone. She simply could not accept 
that this kid had been targeting people just for attention; especially not her and her 
friends. She wasn’t going to tolerate it; he had pushed the wrong button, drawn the 
wrong straw. And that had sent her over the edge. Mitsuo didn’t even care that he 


had managed to piss off everyone surrounding him. He just continued to laugh at 
them all. 


“Whoa... Look who it is... Haha, hey Yuki... After all this time... now you wanna talk 
to me? Haha... What bullshit.” Mitsuo mocked her. Oh no, she doesn’t want to talk 
to you, let’s clarify that right now. She wants to fucking strangle you. 


“Answer me! If you held a grudge against me, that's fine... But why the others!?” 
Yukiko continued to press Mitsuo aggressively for a motive. A reason why people 
who didn’t even know him were being murdered. She would take the fault for 
anything she did, even if she didn’t think she did anything wrong. But there was no 
excuse for targeting people like Rise, who didn’t even know him, or Kanji, who 
wasn’t even what Mitsuo thought he was. 


“Ha... Haha, what a joke... You're so desperate it hurts... | didn't care who | 
attacked... Everyone pisses me off...” Yosuke let go of Justin’s arm at that point, 
allowing him free reign to murder this fuck. Which sort of left the very tired Maya 
trying to hold Justin back from ripping this guy’s head off. She wasn’t having much 
success until Chie took Yosuke’s place holding him back. She would yell at Yosuke if 
she didn’t find herself agreeing with him so much. She understood exactly why he 
wanted to let Justin do his thing; why he wanted to exact revenge for Saki’s death. 
He didn’t even have a reason. He just killed her because he could. And for that, 
Yosuke could never forgive him. 


“You what...? ...gotta be... kidding me...! You killed Senpai over nothing!? ...You son 
of a bitch!!” Yosuke shouted before trying to leap at Mitsuo himself. Kanji and Yu 
managed to hold him back surprisingly enough. Kanji wanted to beat this guy’s face 
in just as much as the others, but he was restraining himself fairly well all things 
considered. Hell, he was one of the very few voices of reason in the crowd right 
about now; a surprising feat coming from Kanji. 


“| hope you’re ready to get what’s coming to you...” Kanji snarled, giving the most 
intense death glare to Mitsuo he had ever given. Mitsuo only laughed harder at all 
the people trying to rip his throat out right now; as though the thought of dying 
amused him. Clearly he wasn’t afraid of what happened to him. The guy was 
mentally unstable. Yukiko passed Kanji a glance of concern. No one was going to be 
able to hold back a behemoth like Kanji if he wanted to do the deed himself. He 
wasn’t a lightweight like Justin or Yosuke. She sincerely thought he was going to do 
the unthinkable. 


“What, you gonna kill me?” 


“That was the plan!” Justin shouted as he continued to try and break free from the 
grip Maya and Chie had on him. He eventually stopped after Chie smacked him 
upside the back of his head; as though that was all it took to get him to realize what 
he was doing; the only thing it took to snap him back into his right mind. And even 


then, he still wanted to punch the fucker. He just wasn’t in need of as much 
restraint as before. 


“Justin-kun!?” 


“Kill you...? It ain't gonna be that easy, you piece of shit. What you did can never be 
taken back. No, you're gonna own up to your crimes and pay for what you did. You 
ain't gonna be allowed to kick the bucket until you understand exactly what it is 
you've done!” For the first time in the last few hours, Mitsuo froze, his grin slowly 
disappearing. He could accept death; it was quick and it meant people would 
remember him. The thought of rotting away in jail for the rest of his life, where 
people would eventually forget all about him... It horrified him. It horrified him to 
not be known, to not be given attention. Yosuke started to break down at this point; 
not in anger anymore, but in great sadness. He did it all just so people would pay 
attention to him. Words couldn’t describe the pain in his chest right now. 


“Why, dammit...? Why did she have to die because of this bastard...?” Yosuke spoke 
up, ready to break down into tears at any second. The girl he had loved had been 
taken away from him for no reason... No reason at all. She didn’t even have to be 
the one to die. She was just unlucky. He couldn’t find any ounce of aggression left 
to try and fight back Yu and Kanji anymore. He just wanted to sit there and cry his 
troubles away. Maya sighed with pain as she watched Yosuke struggle with his 
emotions. This was something no one should have had to go through with. 
Especially not him. Chie and Maya finally let loose their grip on Justin as they 
noticed him finally calm down, a look of great sadness on his face as he watched 
Yosuke hold back the tears. They didn’t always get along, sure, but Justin still 
considered Yosuke his friend. And friends should never have to see friends suffer 
the way Yosuke was right now. 


“V'IL.. Il go get the cops.” 


“At least Adachi-san seemed happy...” 


Justin had managed to track Adachi down and bring him to the electronics 
department to make the arrest. It figures that he was slacking off again; but ina 
way, that was a good thing. It meant it was easy to get a hold of him and get this 
kid into police custody. Adachi was thrilled; mostly because it meant Dojima would 
lay off him a little. And with that, it was all over .The killer was caught; and 
everyone could go back to their lives. So why did Justin feel like complete shit? Was 
it just because the killer’s motive was pretty much nonexistent? Because he killed 
without mercy just to get attention? Was it because his friends were legitimately 
hurt on a deep emotional level just because this kid wanted fame? Or was it just 
because every bone in his body still hurt? He didn’t know. He didn’t care. He was 
just tired... of everything really. All this television crap, all this Persona shit, all this 


murder bull... And it was finally over. He should feel relieved... but he wasn’t. He 
just felt empty; like there was supposed to be a big bang at the end, and it all just 
died out in a fizzle. 


“Well, | guess this means our work is done...” Yosuke choked up with slight relief. 
You could still hear a bit of pain in his voice where Saki was still in his memories, 
but other than that, he was glad it was all over. He was glad Mitsuo was going to 
get his; that he was finally facing judgment for something he could never forgive 
him for. 


“He did it all to draw attention... | can't get my head around that. It's just wrong. | 
mean, not that it would've been okay if he had a better reason...” Chie spoke up, a 
very disheartened tone to her voice. She just couldn’t wrap her head around 
someone killing just for attention. After having time to really think it over though, 
Justin could kind of get it. It wasn’t necessarily that he wanted attention; it was a 
cry for help. And no one fucking listened. That’s why three people had to die; 
because no one would help him... It was too late now though. Justin just hoped that 
he got the psychiatric help he needed once he got convicted. He deserved that 
much at least. 


“It's all over... Let's leave the rest to the police.” Rise declared, trying to put the 
group’s minds at ease. But how could they really? That was one hell of a bombshell 
Mitsuo had dropped on them. To find out he had killed people because he just 
wanted people to recognize him... It was disgusting... yet so sad at the same time. 
It was hard to feel happy about catching a guy like that... They just had to try and 
remember they had put an end to his killing spree. And that’s all there was to it. 


“My world will be peaceful again now.” Teddie remarked with cheer. On the bright 
side, it seemed Teddie was very optimistic about all of this. And there was no 
denying Teddie’s optimism was contagious. The more and more cheerful he seemed 
about this, the more the attitudes of the rest of the team started to brighten up. It 
was a slow process, but it was working gradually and surely. After all, who couldn’t 
be happy that Teddie’s home would be peaceful again? 


“Yeah. I'm happy for you. We really went through a lot...” Yukiko mused aloud, a 
grin slowly slipping over her face as she considered all the obstacles they had 
overcome. Nods of agreement could be found all across the table; even by people 
like Rise and Maya, who had only been involved for a short while. And it wasn’t even 
fair to say Maya wasn’t involved for that long, since the Midnight Channel had sort 
of ruined her life two years back. Point was; they overcame a lot of bullshit. 


“Like scoring with guys!” Teddie shouted, completely ruining the sentimental 
moment. Not that anyone was objecting; they could all go for a good laugh right 
about now. Justin let out a slight shout of pain as cola splashed up his nose from 
laughing while taking a chug from his can. And with that the laughter only seemed 
to exemplify. Justin would never understand what it was about pain that was so 


funny; but it was. Even he found himself laughing at his agony. The only one not 
laughing was Yukiko; who was getting sick of all this scoring shit. 


“Oh, come on...! Will you ever let it go?” Yukiko glared hard at Teddie, looking as 
though she would shank him if he said the word ‘score’ one more time. The laughter 
slowly started to die out... Especially once Kanji realized he had no idea what they 
were all laughing about. He was just laughing because everyone else had... And 
because Justin had been squirming about with his nose in his palm as he tried to 
numb the pain in his nose. 


“What...? Scoring with guys!?” 


“Y-You don't need to know the details. I'm sure you'd like us to forget the sauna 
incident too... right, Kanji-kun?” Yukiko quickly flipped the tables on Kanji, making 
him the subject of ridicule as everyone recalled that sauna... Well... Everyone that 
wasn’t Rise or Maya. Maya had no idea what ANYONE was talking about right now. 
Honestly she felt like falling asleep; she had wasted so much energy trying to mend 
Justin, that she just didn’t have it in her to stay awake. It was pure curiosity that 
was keeping her lively right now. 


“Urgh... W-Well...” Kanji stuttered; embarrassed by the sudden topic change. Yes, 
he most certainly WOULD like to forget about the sauna incident. 


“That's not fair... | wanted to see everyone else's too!” Rise pouted like a child. 
Honestly, it was kind of funny in an adorable way. Justin could certainly see the 
appeal in seeing that drama; though he’d be happy if he never saw another shadow 
again. Some things people are better off not knowing. He still thought of Chie’s 
shadow from time to time, its grotesque form ripping out and blowing her torso 
clean off of its body. Absolutely disgusting. Though he supposed he was more afraid 
when he remembered that than he was grossed out. And then there was the matter 
of his own shadow; who was a huge fucking prick. 


“That's right. We three are the only ones who saw everyone's secret.” Yosuke 
remarked, gesturing to himself, Yu, and Teddie. Really, if it hadn’t been for Yosuke’s 
shadow, that list would also include Justin and Chie; but really, Justin didn’t care. He 
wasn’t happy to have seen everyone’s shadows. After the first one he saw, he knew 
he never wanted to see another one again. But he did. Several times in fact. Point 
being, seeing everyone’s shadows was more a curse than a blessing. 


“Hey, so what was Yosuke's like? C'mon, it's about time you told us.” Chie 
questioned with great curiosity. Apparently she didn’t share Justin’s distaste for 
seeing the locked away emotions inside of everyone. But then, she hadn’t seen a 
replica of the persona she loved getting her torso blown clean off in an explosion of 
guts and tentacles. In fact, she never even saw Justin’s shadow transform. Just a 
golden eyed Justin; nothing too disturbing, as sickening as his personality was. 


“Oh, uh... Pretty much like the rest...” Yu quickly covered on Yosuke’s behalf. He 
could tell that was some pretty personal stuff, and besides... He really shouldn’t be 
talking about Saki after all that had happened recently. Yosuke gave him a fist 
bump under the table in thanks for keeping his mouth shut. 


“C-C'mon, let's leave it at that! Speaking of which, nothing really happened in your 
case, huh?” Yosuke changed the subject over to Yu; perhaps fearing that if he 
didn’t, everyone else would continue to press him on his shadow. Yu was very 
visibly angered by Yosuke’s apparent betrayal. He had gone out of his way to keep 
his secret, and he still turned on Yu. Oho, he was going to find something to get 
back at him with. Maybe he’d fill his can of cola with a packet of salt while he wasn’t 
looking. 


“Really... Wait, really? Is there something special about Senpai after all?” Rise 
questioned. 


“Sensei is da man!” 


“But now that the case is solved, we won't be calling you ‘Leader’ anymore, will 
we...?” Kanji remarked, slightly saddened by that. As though that were something 
to be upset with. This was a democracy after all; no one should have been given the 
title of leader. Just because he was the first one to go in did not make him the 
leader. Maybe Justin just didn’t like the thought of being under someone’s 
command; someone who was supposed to be his equal, but the title of leader just 
did not sit well with him when describing Yu. 


“Oh yeah... That’s kinda sad.” 


“Not really.” Justin remarked in a monotone voice. Even if he was okay with calling 
Yu ‘leader,’ it wouldn’t be a sad day the day they stopped calling him that. Rise 
suddenly leaned forward, getting up slightly from her chair as an idea suddenly 
struck her. 


“Hey, why don't we have a celebration? We always have a wrap party after we're 
done shooting. its fun, and it'll help give us some closure.” Rise proposed with great 
enthusiasm. She was very much hoping the rest of the group would be onboard with 
the idea or a party. And much to her pleasure, almost everyone was okay with the 
idea of a party; even Justin. Maya was really the only one opposed to the idea, and 
not necessarily because she thought it was a bad idea, but because she was 
exhausted and she thought it would be rude if she was a no show. 


“Oooh, a party! That sounds great! Let's go all out!” Chie remarked, very much 
okay with a party. It would be a good way of relieving all the stress from the days 
prior after all. What better way to end a case like this than a celebration after all? It 
might help to get Yosuke’s mind off of Saki and the killer’s motive anyway. 


“Ooh, ooh! | wanna go to Yuki-chan's house! Gorgeous dinner, hot springs, table 
tennis, yukata! Geisha, Fujiyama, full wootness!” Teddie practically orgasmed out 
the mouth. Justin’s jaw was wide open, dumbfounded at how excited he was at the 
potential of going to inn; more so how Teddie even knew what an inn was. Kanji 
seemed just as surprised; but for much, much darker reasons. Leave it to a teenage 
boy to make going to someone’s inn dirty. 


“You're right, Yukiko-senpai's family runs a hot springs inn... A-A hot spring that... 
Yukiko-senpai bathes in too...?” Kanji remarked, eyes wide open, sweating slightly 
as he turned what seemed an innocent thought into something very very creepy. 
On the bright side; Justin could official establish Kanji as straight. Or potentially bi, 
but more likely straight. Everyone looked at Kanji with a wave of disgust sweeping 
their faces. | mean, what the hell had to be the matter for you to say that aloud? 
And besides; it was fucking water. No need to get an erection over it. 


“Oh. Wow. Uh... | think | want to vomit now.” Justin remarked only slightly 
sarcastically. He did infact feel like hurling his lunch up right now. Maya actually did; 
getting up and running over to a trash can to spew up the remains of her stomach 
contents. She wasn’t really sick anymore, but she still had a sensitive stomach from 
throwing up all the time; little stuff could easily send her flying for a waste basket to 
excrete her stomach contents into. 


“Hey, keep it to yourself... You're sounding like a creep.” Yosuke remarked, 
panicking slightly as he watched Maya leaning over a garbage bin puking up. She 
wasn’t exactly in the best shape as it was without Kanji making her vomit. It was a 
moment before Maya came back, an expression of self-loathing on her face as she 
realized everyone had just watched her do the deed. She could do it in private no 
problem, but with people watching? Uh uh. She didn’t need people think she smelt 
like vomit or anything. 


“W-Well, it sounds like fun, but | don’t think it’s possible today...” Yukiko stuttered 
Slightly as she tried to change the subject away from Kanji’s very perverted remark. 
She would slap him if it weren’t for the good circumstances surrounding today. But 
this was the only time he was getting off the hook for that. 


“Yeah, it's summer vacation. All the rooms must be occupied.” Chie backed Yukiko 
up, suddenly realizing that it was tourist season again. She sounded disappointed; 
though nowhere near as disappointed as Teddie. He looked like someone had killed 
his dog and made him watch. If he even knew what a dog was; he probably didn’t. 


“We can't do a sleepover...?” Teddie choked up with teary eyes. It was like Yukiko 
had just taken all his hopes and dreams and just ripped them apart. 


“Maybe next time. | promise.” 


“Hey, why don't we hit your place instead? Oh, but will your uncle get suspicious? 
Like, "Why are you all celebrating?" Yosuke turned to Yu, questioning the potential 
of perhaps using his place instead. Justin had to wonder why no one asked to use 
his house; what with him living alone and everything. They could break all the stuff 
they wanted and not get in trouble. In actuality, Yosuke had considered the 
possibility of asking Justin if his house was available, but he figured Maya would be 
sitting the party out due to her condition... And to a lesser extent Justin, but he 
really didn’t care about that. Point was, he didn’t need to keep her up with a party 
in her place of residence. Yu raised his eyebrows in shock, surprised that they 
wanted to have a party at his house. He supposed it wouldn’t be a problem, but... 
Why his house? 


“Shouldn’t be a problem.” Yu replied. Dojima didn’t really come home till late at 
night anyway; and with the killer caught, he would no doubt be doing overtime 
down at the station to question and interrogate Mitsuo. So yes, he would get 
suspicious, but what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. Besides’ it had been a while 
since Nanako had been able to hang out with his friends. It might be a pleasant 
surprise to her. 


“Then it's settled. Nanako-chan can join in, too.” Yosuke remarked, a smile creeping 
across his face. He was starting to get excited for this party, that was for sure. Justin 
chuckled silently to himself. It had been a while since he had seen Nanako. He liked 
that kid; she was very mature for her age. Of course, he wouldn’t really want to see 
her on a daily basis, but it was nice every once and a while. 


“So... NO booze?” Justin joked. Of course, everyone shot him a glare instead of 
laughing. Except Maya, and Rise, who weren’t aware of Justin’s drinking antics. 
Justin’s smile soon faded away, giving way to a slight glare. “Oh goddammit guys, it 
was one time!” Everyone shook their head at Justin before going back to their 
conversation, much to his irritation. 


“Oh yeah, if your uncle's a detective, he might not come home tonight... Nanako- 
chan might be getting hungry.” Chie pointed out. Not that he ever came home 
anyway; so Yu kind of had to do all the cooking for that family. Still; perhaps it 
would be nice to do something special, like get take-out or- 


“Hey, then why don't we make dinner together?” 
DEFINITLY NOT THAT. 


“Wow... Are you good at cooking, Senpai?” Rise questioned Yukiko and Chie. Both of 
which rubbed at the back of their heads nervously. They couldn’t honestly say yes. 
So they decided to say it dishonestly instead. Every single guy at that table right 
now was fretting for their life. Save maybe Kanji, who hadn’t tasted the awfulness 
that was the girl’s cooking. | mean; it was the thought that counted sure, but they 
didn’t HAVE to cook... and Justin hoped it would stay that way. 


“W-Well... sort of?” 


“What are you saying...? Did you already forget the tragedy of the school 
Ccampout!?” Yosuke spoke up on behalf of every guy who had ever had those two’s 
cooking. That disaster would never happen again so long as he had any say any the 
matter. Justin wasn’t about to say anything anytime soon, simply because he knew 
he couldn’t do any better; but he was certainly rooting for Yosuke on this one. He 
was already in enough pain without losing another wisdom tooth today. 


“W-We already told you that was an accident!” Chie nervously tried to defend 
herself, though not a single one of the guys believed her. Not even Kanji, who could 
tell just from the way she was stammering that she was making bullshit up. It 
wasn’t an accident; they were just terrible cooks. 


“She's right! We just got a couple of the ingredients wrong!” 


“Guys, please don't do this, I'm begging you... | don't need another trauma to deal 
with...” It was true; he really did have enough to deal with. He was probably just 
referring to the incident at the camping trip, of course, but that didn’t change the 
fact that having the girl you loved killed and confronting her killer was a pretty 
traumatic experience. Let’s not add death by food to that list; because Justin could 
guarantee you if it was anything like last time, there would be plenty of teeth lost 
tonight. 


“Hey, I'm a good cook too! I'll make something for you, Senpai.” Rise spoke up, 
slight enthusiasm in her voice as she flirted slightly with Yosuke, as she normally 
did with every single guy at the table. Well one thing was for certain; Maya jumped 
up slightly, snapping out of her half asleep daze. She wasn’t pissed or anything, just 
a little sad. Mostly because she knew Yosuke had flirted with Rise a fair number of 
times himself. 


“Tadaaaah! Teddie has a great idea! Let's have a cooking battle! The winner will be 
crowned Iron Cook Inaba!” Teddie stood up and declared, putting forth an idea that 
could very well get them all killed. Justin’s jaw dropped in pure fear as he noticed all 
the girls nodding in slight agreement. He still had his gun in his pocket... Maybe if 
he just pulled that out and shot his brains out now, he could save himself some pain 
in the long run. 


“A cooking battle? Now I'm even more worried...” Yosuke grimaced. Those two’s 
cooking was bad enough when they were imparting each other’s knowledge on 
each other; imagine if they were on their own. That food would outright kill; there 
was no question in Yosuke’s mind. 


“S-Sure, that sounds like fun. How about you Maya? You want to-” 


“No.” Maya thankfully countered Chie’s proposition almost immediately. Maya was 
alright; she could make food that was edible, but nothing exactly pleasing to the 


senses. And she knew that well. She was saving the guys a lot of pain by saying no. 
Yosuke seemed slightly disappointed strangely enough. You would think he’d have 
learned his lesson about letting other people cook food for him by now, but no. He 

hadn't. 


“Aww, but I'll win hands-down. You sure you want to make it that easy?” Rise 
mocked the other girls, Maya included apparently. Maya just lifted her head up from 
its resting place on the table to glare at Rise for a moment, mouthing off a ‘fuck 
you,’ to her while she boasted. She didn’t see it though, thankfully. Otherwise shit 
might have hit the ceiling. 


“Dude, listen to me. For the sake of our stomachs, you have to cook something 
too.” Yosuke ordered Yu. Yu glared a little bit at Yosuke. That was the second thing 
today Yosuke had signed him up for that he wanted no part of. But hey, the rule was 
three strikes and you’re out, right? So Yu would wait till he signed him up for 
something else before punching him in the gut. Justin nodded in agreement with 
Yosuke. He didn’t know if Yu could cook or anything, but anything that would keep 
him from eating Chie’s cooking again was a-okay in his book. “Help us, Yu 
Narukami! You're our only hope...” 


“Then you can represent the guys' team. Nanako-chan will be our judge!” Chie 
declared. Justin had to wonder why the guys’ team only got one representative, but 
the girls’ team got three. That was just unfair; not because it was horribly 
unbalanced, but because that meant there were going to be three terrible dishes 
and one good one... Well that might be a little unfair to say. Justin had never had 
Rise’s cooking, it could be good, and likewise Yu’s could be bad. You get the point 
though. 


“| can be a taster too!” Kanji quickly called dibs. Justin raised his eyebrows, 
surprised Kanji would actually volunteer to eat Chie and Yukiko’s food. Which meant 
only one thing. He didn’t know better. Justin had to warn him. 


“Trust me, you don’t want to be.” 


“Ask Nanako-chan what she wants for dinner!” 


The team had all made their way to the market on the bottom floor of the Junes in 
search of ingredients for their cook off. Of course, they had no idea what they were 
making, so they had Yu call up Nanako to see what she wanted to have for dinner. 
Justin prayed to god she said instant noodles; even Chie and Yukiko couldn’t fuck 
that up. Yu and Yosuke could attest to that personally. Yu repeated the question to 
Nanako, nodding his head slightly as he waited for her to respond. It was always 
awkward having a phone conversation between multiple people without the speaker 
on. But it’s not like they could do that in the market, right? 


“She says anything’s fine.” Yu relayed the information, covering the phone with his 
hand. Why? Perhaps just so Nanako didn’t have to hear him repeating the question 
over and over again. It sure as hell wasn’t because he needed to block out what the 
others were saying; that was for sure. Yukiko shook her head slighty. That wasn’t an 
acceptable answer. 


“She's just being modest! Ask her again.” Yukiko demanded of Yu. Yu shrugged a bit 
before repeating the question to Nanako again. He honest to god hoped this back 
and forth wasn’t going to just be him repeating the question over and over again, 
with Nanako replying that she didn’t care what they had over and over again. It took 
a moment, but he eventually got an answer out of her. 


“Alright, I’ll tell them. We’ll see you in a bit.” Yu ended the conversation, hanging up 
the phone after a cheerful goodbye from Nanako. She was certainly excited about 
having all of Yu’s friends cook dinner for her. She really shouldn’t, given how god 
awful their cooking was. Yu turned to the girls, slipping his cell-phone back into his 
pocket in the process. “She says she wants a fried rice omelet.” 


“Fried rice omelet... An excellent choice, Nanako-chan. With a dish that simple, | 
doubt we'll get a second helping of Mystery Food X.” Yosuke thanked the not at all 
present Nanako. After all, who didn’t know how to cook an omelet? Well, for 
starters, Justin. But he somehow managed to burn macaroni and cheese; and you’re 
supposed to boil it. Really you could just assume that if a normal human being could 
cook it, Justin could not. And given some of the sour expressions around the room, it 
seemed the girls had that in common with Justin. “...Huh? What's wrong?” Yosuke 
spoke up with worriment as he noticed the girls grimacing slightly. He hoped to god 
that look didn’t mean what he thought it meant. 


“...N-Nothing. Alright, let's go get our ingredients.” Chie announced before the 
group of girls scattered in all different directions. Justin didn’t think anything of it, 
but Yosuke seemed to take that as meaning something far, far worse. 


“Uh... If they're all making the same thing, why are they splitting up to different 
parts of the market...?” Yosuke questioned aloud. His conspiracy theory as to what 
horrible things they were creating would have made a lot more sense if they were 
working together. But they weren’t. No doubt they wanted to keep their secret 
ingredients a secret by buying them away from the others. 


“They’re probably just getting the ingredients in a different order.” Maya remarked. 

She had opted to side with the guys on this one, apparently. She couldn’t cook, but 

hopefully she could help in whatever way she could. After all, she had heard stories 

about how shitty the others’ cooking was. There was going to be one edible dish out 
of this if it killed her. And it damn well might if she strained herself too much. 


“Looks like you'll need all the help | can give you... Hey, what kind of omelet are you 
making? I'll go get the ingredients for ya.” Yosuke questioned. He really wasn’t 


going to need much help to beat the girls honestly; he just wanted to make sure 
this dish came out as, you know... edible? Yu smiled with appreciation, before 
recapping quickly what he was going to need. Justin didn’t recognize half that shit, 
so hopefully that meant this was going to be some fine cuisine. Not that he was 
probably going to eat it anyway. He didn’t like omelets; regardless of whether or not 
the girls were the creative masterminds behind that cuisine. 


Of course, mid way through Yu listing off what he would need, Rise made her way to 
the carriage and dropped all her ingredients in. Apparently she was a quick 
shopper. Yosuke was a little surprised to see she was done so quick and decided to 
take a peek inside. And that in turn only seemed to surprise him more. “Foie gras!?” 
Justin had no idea what that was, but given the way Yosuke said that, he was going 
to assume that was a bad thing. The rest of the girls soon found their way back to 
the carriage as well. This was getting very concerning with how quickly they had 
finished their shopping. 


“Quite an eye you got there, Senpai. It's a must-have for my special omelette! Don't 
worry, I'll let you have a taste. Ooh, or maybe | could spoon feed you. | heard last 
time you choked down something so awful that words couldn't describe it...” Rise 
continued to flirt with her. Maya in turn glared at her while whispering all sorts of 
obscenities under her breath. She didn’t have the guts to say it to her face, but 
basically, she wished she would go die in a hole somewhere and lay off. Yosuke was 
not as a repulsed by the flirting, strangely enough. Apparently he was quite the 
player. 


“It was horrible...” Yosuke whimpered with melodrama. Justin was having a hard 
time disagreeing, though he thought the crocodile tears were a tad much. And by 
that he meant, he was giving Yosuke that ‘cross the line, and | will break you,’ glare. 
And what a fine line it was. Rise continued to speak in this low, sensual voice as she 
continued to flirt with him while mocking the other girls. 


“You poor dears... Who would do such a horrible thing...?” 


“R-R-Rise-san? This is gonna be the only chance you get to gloat, is that clear?” 
Chie gritted her teeth together, her fists were rolled up in a ball. She didn’t even 
care if she was a bad cook; only that she was a better cook than that foul woman. 
No one insults her cooking like that; NO ONE. 


“...1'll crush you with one strike.” Yukiko was just as pissed off, if not more. Her 
threats seemed a little less... fake? Like, Justin was sincerely concerned that Yukiko 
was considering murdering Rise right about now. He had never seen Yukiko so 
determined, so vicious. | mean, it wasn’t all THAT vicious; especially relatively 
speaking to people like Justin and Kanji, but it was extreme for her. And that was 
not a good sign. 


“Whoa... You guys look like you're ready to enter the Ultimate Frying 
Championship.” Kanji remarked, returning to join the rest of the group from 
whatever it was he was doing earlier. Though, Justin figured it out as he spotted the 
brownish bottle in Kanji’s hand. A smirk spread across his face as everyone else 
identified the object he was carrying. 


“Kanji-kun! That's alcohol!” Yukiko shouted in astoundishment. Kanji’s eyes widened 
as he stammered slightly, trying to think of an excuse as to why he had that bottle 
in his hand. Alas; he had nothing. And so with that he just hurriedly departed to hide 
the evidence that he had that on his person. Justin had that ‘in your fucking face,’ 
look on right now. But that’s alright, because Chie had that ‘start and I'll kick your 
ass,’ face on. They kind of counteracted each other. 


“By the way, where's Teddie?” Chie questioned, turning her attention away from 
Justin for a moment to try and identify Teddie in the store. It took her a moment to 
find him. He was at the food sample stand, surprising absolutely no one. What did 
surprise them was what he was doing there. Let’s just say, there was something 
cooking over there besides from meat... and maybe even that. 


“Miss, am | allowed to eat this?” Teddie asked, sparkles radiating from his eyes as 
he stared down the lady from behind the stand. Justin’s jaw almost dropped the 
second he realized what was going on. He was trying to get some... from some 
random lady... at a food stand. And it was actually fucking working. 


“Of course you can, dear. Eat as much as you like!” 


“You're such a nice lady. Is this one cooked already?” Teddie continued, leaning on 
the stand slightly as his voice slipped lower and lower in to a more sensual voice. 
The lady behind the stand giggled slightly, clearly indicating that Teddie’s advances 
were... well advancing. 


“This one's ready too. Oh my, are you hungry for more? Here... I'll open this one 
too.” 


“You're so beautiful...” Teddie continued, driving the hammer home. He was 
certainly forward, that was for sure. And surprising everyone, it fucking worked. 
Literally three sentences exchanged between the two and he already had her in the 
palm of his hand. | swear, it must be the sparkles. 


“Oh my, no! No, | mustn't! I've got a husband and a son!” 
“But | really want this meat... And | want you to cook it, Miss.” 


“Sweet mother of fuck; Teddie’s a pimp.” Justin remarked with awe as Teddie put 
the moves on this woman. 


“Jesus Justin; turn that off!” 


The entirety of the team had gathered at Yu’s house for the celebration; even Maya, 
despite being tired as fuck. But then, she fell asleep on the couch, so that wasn’t 
saying much. It was just nice that she showed up he supposed. No one bothered to 
wake her up either; they figured he looked happy enough curled up on the couch. 
Besides, Teddie was busy talking to Nanako about something, and all the girls (and 
Yu,) were busy in the kitchen. The only ones really free to wake her up right now 
were Justin, Kanji, and Yosuke. Justin and Yosuke weren’t going to do it,that was for 
damn sure. And Kanji just got squeamish around girls; he didn’t know if you were 
supposed to wake them up when they were asleep. So yeah; no one would or could 
if they wanted to. 


But somehow, despite everyone being busy in the kitchen, they all had the time to 
yell at Justin for playing some music. He didn’t get it; it was a party, right? And 
what’s a party without music. Then again, it wasn’t so much the music itself as it 
was his choice in music. He had kind of forgotten Nanako was present and went 
straight for the heavy metal. Chie had recognized the song the second it started 
playing; after all, Justin had slipped that aloum in there as a joke when they were in 
music class. It was most certainly not kid friendly. 


“Oh come on. It’s just a little music!” Justin shouted back into the kitchen. Chie 
finished up making her omelet, slapping it on a plate to bring out in a moment 
before rushing out to stop Justin. Disturbed and children Nanako’s age was not a 
good mix. She’d rip that iPod out of his hands if she had to. And she did actually, 
pausing the song just before the f-bomb got dropped, much to Justin’s 
disappointment. “Why do you like playing around with my narrow scope of reality?” 
Justin joked slightly as she dropped the iPod back on his lap. 


“Nanako’s here, you idiot!” She lectured Justin. Justin grumbled a bit as he just 
realized that he had completely neglected to recall a young child was present. Yeah, 
the heavy metal might have been much. Still, he was disappointed; he liked 
Disturbed, as much as he knew Yu didn’t. And so he pouted slightly as a joke. “Live 
with it.” Chie joked a bit before going back to the kitchen to put the finishing 
touches on her omelet. 


“But | don’t get it!” Justin joked as she stormed back off, before finally digging back 
through his iPod. Half of his music library was off limits right about now. It took a lot 
of effort to find something they could really listen to in front of Nanako, and still 
have a party too. With a couple of slides and taps of his finger he threw Siamese 
Dream on his iPod, blasting alternative rock throughout the house. After all; 
everyone loved the Smashing Pumpkins... right? 


Today is the greatest 


Day I’ve ever known 


Can't live for tomorrow 
Tomorrow’s much too long 
/ burn my eyes out 

Before | get out 


Justin sat back down, leaning against the back of the couch next to Maya, bobbing 
his head back and forth in time to the music. It felt good to just sit back, listen to 
some music and just... relax. He still hurt all over from his previously broken bones, 
but there was a certain happy air about this late night gathering. As tired and 
broken as most of them were... it was all over. The killer was caught, the murders 
and kidnappings would stop... And they could all go back to their normal lives. It 
was the day Justin had longed so long for. And he was more than content with it; 
content with wasting his life away doing what normal teenagers did: just listening to 
music and hanging around. No more televisions. No more murders. Just life. 


He was snapped out of his daze maybe a minute or two later by the loud sound of 
Rise making her way out if the kitchen. How loud, you ask? She managed to wake 
Maya up; and mind you, she had been sleeping through heavy metal blasting 
throughout the house. She groaned a bit as she pushed herself up from the end of 
the couch, her cheeks beat red as it dawned upon her that she had just fallen 
asleep in someone else’s house when they were supposed to be having a party. She 
must have looked rude as hell at this point. She yawned a bit as she sat up next to 
Justin, the two just staring at Rise pushing her way past Yosuke rather aggressively. 


“It's reeeeeaaaaadyyyy! Incoming food! Out of the way, Senpai!” Rise shouted as 
she knocked Yosuke over. Yosuke groaned in pain as he was knocked to the floor. 
And everytime he tried to get up, he was forced back down by one of the others 
walking over him... Yu had to walk over him twice in fact. He had been talking to 
Teddie for a moment, so he had to step over him to go back into the kitchen to get 
the food, and step over him on the way out. Yosuke could not for the love of him 
understand why the others couldn’t just wait for him to stand up; that they insisted 
on treating him like a rock they had to step over. Justin and Maya chuckled a bit as 
he pushed himself up off the ground, a glare on his face as he marched over to the 
table to take his seat. Justin and Maya laughed for a moment before slowly pushing 
themselves off the group to join the others around the table. It took a bit longer for 
them, what with Justin aching all over and Maya having just woken up, but the team 
waited patiently regardless; wide grins on their face as the entirety of the team sat 
around the table on celebration. Or food poisoning. One or the other. “Bon Appétit!” 


“W-Well, wait a sec. Asking Nanako-chan to jump in and try these for us is kinda... 
unethical.” Sooke up as Nanako picked up her fork, ready to test out one of the four 
plates that had been spread across the table. She was more than a little excited 
about this. After all, she had all of her cousin’s friends here making her omelets. 


How cool was that? How many kids her age could say that the big kids had been 
sucking up to her, not the other way around? Chie passed Yosuke a slight glare as 
he stopped Nanako from being the first to suffer from the potentially dangerous 
omelet in front of them. 


“D-Don't look at us like that!” Chie barked angrily, annoyed that Yosuke wasn’t 
even going to try it before calling their food poisonous. 


“Ohhh... So it's our job to taste it first, to make sure we can keep it down.” Kanji 
explained out loud, as though no one else had managed to get that on their own. 
Justin thought it was pretty clear that was what Yosuke had meant. But once again, 
Kanji: not the brightest bulb on the tree. Rise seemed out right offended by that, 
even though technically the tests were only meant for Chie and Yukiko’s food. Rise’s 
food couldn’t be that bad after all. 


“Hey! That's mean! Then try mine first, Yosuke-senpai. It's guaranteed delicious!” 
Rise boasted a slightly flirtatious tone to her voice as she tried to seduce Yosuke 
into eating her food. His Risette Drive was off the charts already. There was nothing 
Rise could not get this man to do... Except maybe eat her food a second time after 
this little incident. And once again, Maya found herself grumbling all sorts of foul 
names under her breath that even Justin would blush at if he heard them. He didn’t 
though. Probably for the best. 


“You don't mind me going first? Actually, I've been looking forward to yours. | mean, 
Risette cookted it herself. Can you imagine how many guys would kill me if they 
found out? Well then, chow time!” Yosuke announced, every single word of it 
pissing Maya off more and more. Her eye was twitching by this point. In fact, Yosuke 
even noticed it; he just didn’t say anything about it. He figured it was just her trying 
to stay awake anyway. 


He stuck his fork into the omelet, ripping off a piece of it and shoving into his 
mouth. You could tell the second it touched his tongue he was regretting all that 
praise he had given her earlier. He chewed at it for only a brief moment before 
forcing himself to swallow. The longer that thing was on his tongue, the more 
painful this experience would be. It didn’t sit quite too well in his stomach. In fact, 
he was almost entirely sure he had just gotten instant diarrhea. He shivered slightly 
as it went down his throat before dropping the fork back on the plate and pushing it 
away. “Urgh... I-l... can't give this to Nanako-chan...” Yosuke hesitated to remark. 
He didn’t want Rise to think badly of him after all. 


“Ooh! It's so delicious that you won't let anyone else have a bite!?” Rise questioned, 
as Yu decided to see if it was as bad as Yosuke was making it out to be. Given that 
he had the exact same reaction as Yosuke, Justin was going to say ‘yes, it is that 
bad.’ Yosuke shook his head slowly, trying to break the news to Rise as easily as he 
could. She wasn’t taking it to well, given the look on her face. And why would she; 
her cooking apparently fucking sucked. 


“Here, try mine next.” Yukiko interrupted right before Rise burst into tears (which 
Maya was holding back laughter at,) apparently oblivious to what the group already 
thought of her cooking. Thankfully, Kanji decided to step up to the plate, as to avoid 
any bias on Yu, Justin, or Yosuke’s behalf. Would you believe it if | said he got the 
best of it? Apparently bravery is rewarded by whatever higher being was running 
this show. 


“I'll take this one.” 


“K-Kanji... That's a lot...” Yosuke tried to warn Kanji as he dipped his fork into the 
plate, pulling of an astronomically large chunk of omelet in the process. It was 
almost painful to watch him shove all of that in his mouth. Yosuke didn’t even 
watch; he averted his gaze to avoid watching Kanji’s explode from the god awful 
taste of whatever he head inserted in his mouth. Mystery Food Y, perhaps? 
Strangely, Kanji didn’t seem all that bothered by the food in his mouth. Actually, he 
wasn’t sure what to think of it at all. 


“H-Hey, say something.” Yukiko demanded hesitatingly as Kanji swallowed the food. 
His face was completely blank; so it was hard to tell if he liked it or not. The short 
answer was no. The long answer was ‘it’s alright in that | can’t actually taste 
anything way.’ 


“Well... Uh... How do | put this...? | tastes really, um... boneless...?” Kanji tried to 
phrase his opinion on the food the best way he could. But alas, it was hard to 
describe taste when you didn’t taste a thing. Justin passed him a look of confusion; 
not entirely sure what the hell he meant. One thing was for sure, he was curious 
now. He didn’t like omelets, but he wanted to know what the hell boneless tasted 
like. He picked up the fork Kanji had dropped a moment earlier, cutting off a small 
piece and inserting it into his mouth. 


“What!? That's not a word you use to describe taste! Does it taste good or not!? Tell 
me!” Yukiko shouted at Kanji, demanding a proper answer. Seriously, who uses the 
word boneless to describe flavor? Justin almost immediately got what he was saying 
though. He meant boneless like, without content or substance. It felt like Justin had 
just eaten absolutely nothing. And that’s not necessarily a bad thing. If all omelets 
tasted like this, he’d probably be more inclined to eat them. He swallowed the piece 
in his mouth before turning to Yukiko, ready to give his opinion as well. 


“He means it doesn’t taste like anything.” Justin explained on Kanji’s behalf. He 
meant that as a compliment, but alas, tasting like nothing is not a good thing when 
you’re trying to make your food taste good. At least it was a good middle ground, 
right? Kanji nodded slightly, confirming that Justin’s explanation was accurate. 


“Yeah, what he said. It tastes like... Like I'm eating plain oatmeal... It's pretty 
impressive that you put so many ingredients into a dish and it came out tasting like 
nothing.” Kanji tried to spin this around to make it sound better than it was. Yukiko 


however just took that as him just trying to pity her. She wasn’t having any of that 
shit. Her food was good; Kanji just didn’t get it. 


“Y-Your palate just isn't refined enough!” Yukiko shouted, pure hurt in her words. 
Who would have thought Yukiko would be so sensitive about her cooking skills. Hell; 
Justin and Maya couldn’t cook (Justin less so,) but at least they had come to terms 
with that. Yukiko, Rise, Chie; none of them could accept the possibility of being 
terrible cooks. Who knows, maybe that was a big thing over here and Justin just 
hadn’t picked up on it yet. Adachi seemed to put a lot of emphasis on finding a 
woman that could cook; and he seemed like a pretty normal guy. Maybe that was 
just expected of them. Though that begged the question why Chie felt the need to 
know how to cook. Justin didn’t really care if she could or not; he loved her 
regardless of what she could or could not do. If it was a matter of being appealing to 
guys, Chie’s working for something she didn’t need. 


“.... think it tastes good.” Nanako remarked, having taken a bite herself while 
Yukiko and Kanji were arguing back and forth over the flavor. Of course, being a 
child, she wasn’t quite as picky about her food. So long as it was edible, it was good. 
And Yukiko’s was most certainly edible. Yukiko’s face brightened up almost 
immediately, the compliment of a mere child seeming to convince her she was 
some sort of master chef. 


“Nanako-chan...!” 


“O-Okay... Try mine next. Urgh... | dunno about this... But | think it'll taste good! 
This time for sure!” Chie tried to convince herself that she had made something 
edible this time. She had passed a look at Justin, hoping he would try it. And as 
much as he’d like to say no, pointing to where his wisdom tooth had been, he just 
couldn’t. It was important to her that he at the very least tried. He reached out for 
the fork, chopping a piece off an placing it in his mouth before dropping it on the 
plate. 


His eyes started to water almost immediately. Oh god it was horrendous. He was 
starting to see where the horrid flavor from Mystery Food X had come from. He 
couldn’t even taste the egg; all he could taste was this gag inducing mixture of 
sauces that should not be allowed anywhere near each other. And the thing was 
watery, dissolving away in his mouth with every chomp as he tried to chew it. And 
did | mention how salty it was. Dear god, that might have been a lethal dosage of 
salt in there. He forced himself to swallow, a slight shiver down his spine as he 
finished the job. He was getting sympathetic looks all around; they were expecting 
Justin to keel over at any second. It took him a moment before he turned to Chie. 


“It’s... good...” Justin lied through his teeth. You would have thought Chie would 
pick up on his bluff almost immediately, but it seemed she wanted to believe it was 
good so hard she would even accept a lie as the truth. She smiled with glee, 
clapping her hands together with pleasant surprise. The guys all passed Justin a 


look of surprise. The way he had looked when he ate it, he seemed almost as 
though he was in pain. He was for the record, and he had decided to warn the 
others, mouthing off the words ‘don’t eat it,’ to the others. They all nodded slightly, 
picking up on it. They got that he was doing it just to make her feel better about it; 
but they weren’t going to risk it. 


“I'll give it a whirl.” Teddie remarked, being one of the only ones who hadn't picked 
up on Justin’s warning (the others being Chie and Nanako,) before picking up the 
fork and chopping off a piece for himself. He was smiling profusely as he chewed 
that thing up and swallowed, much to Justin’s shock. He had barely found the thing 
edible. Could it be he just got a bad piece? Nope. Teddie just wasn’t very picky 
about food. All food was good food to him. “Wow, this tastes awful! You have to try 
this, Yosuke.” Teddie shouted as he finished swallowing. And within a second, Chie’s 
spirits were broken; the trance she had been put in by Justin finding her cooking 
acceptable being broken by Teddie’s lack of subtlety. She looked almost like she 
was going to tear up and start crying at any second. Justin made a mental note to 
kick Teddie’s ass later. 


“Dude, not after you say that...” Yosuke sighed before extending his arm to grab a 
piece himself. He didn’t know why; he knew it was terrible from the last two people 
to eat this. Perhaps he just wanted to see how terrible. Well, it was pretty terrible. 
“Ahhh... | see...” Yosuke tried to remark calmly so that he didn’t break Chie’s spirit 
too much. It was already far past the point of mending though. “Well, um... It's a 
huge improvement over the curry...” Yosuke tried to cheer her up. 


“Yeah, thanks for the consolation... | feel soooo much better...” Chie remarked 
sarcastically with teary eyes. Oh man, it was like her heart had just been ripped out. 
Justin had set her up for great expectations, and Teddie had gone and taken a shit 
all over her aspirations. But that’s okay; because it seemed the girls were more 
than pleased with Nanako’s perception of their food anyway. 


“I think this tastes good too.” 


“Nanako-chan...!” Chie gasped, a slight wave of relief sweeping over her body. She 
had felt like such shit with what the guys had said about her cooking; minus Justin, 
but she could tell he was lying to try and make her feel better. She was flattered he 
had done that for her, but still very much saddened that her cooking wasn’t to his 
tastes. But Nanako... Nanako liked it despite what the guys thought. And that was 
more than enough for her. 


“Oh yeah, they're right... They're totally right! It tastes awful” Yukiko started 
laughing hysterically as she took a bite of Chie’s cooking. And just like that, 
heartbroken a second time. Now here best friend wasn’t even trying to sugar coat 
the truth. Chie just wanted to flip that table over and go running all the way back to 
her room to cry herself to sleep by the is point. All that effort she had put into this, 


to try and make it special to celebrate their success, and everyone was ragging on 
her and her cooking skills. 


“Then try Rise-chan's | bet you anything mine tastes better than hers!” Chie choked 
up over her tears. Justin scotched over a bit, swapping places with Maya, so that he 
could sit next to Chie, placing his hand on her shoulder as he tried to calm her 
down. It was taking every ounce of her strength not to sob as they took turns 
insulting her cooking. Yet somehow, Justin’s reassuring touch helped her calm down 
a little. She was still very hurt though; and nothing Justin could do was going to fix 
that. Really, she just needed a good cry right about now. But not in front of all these 
people; not in front of her friends. 


Yukiko stared at Chie for a moment, contemplating whether or not to take the 
challenge she had proposed to her. It took a moment, but she decided to go 
through with it, extending her arm to take a piece of Rise’s omelet, shoving it in her 
mouth as she chewed at it delicately. Within seconds she was choking over the 
spicy and foul flavor. And seconds after that, she had been knocked clean out. Justin 
was more than a little surprised to see that Rise’s food was the one that killed 
someone. 


“S-Senpai!?” 


“Sure enough... One strike.” Kanji remarked snidely as they all stared down at what 
could possibly be Yukiko’s corpse. Rise didn’t seem all that concerned that she 
might have just stopped Yukiko’s heart though. She seemed much more concerned 
about how everyone was reacting to her food. As far as she was concerned, Yukiko 
was just being a drama queen. Dying was just an over-reaction.” 


“Well, Yukiko and Chie's didn't taste good either... But at least theirs didn't cause 
any casualties...” Yosuke laughed, poking fun at Rise’s food, driving in the nail even 
further. He might as well have kicked her in the stomach while he was at it; it would 
have the same effect. Rise started sobbing immediately, tears rolling down her 
cheeks as she started to throw a tantrum. 


“|-It's a taste too subtle for kids! It's a mature flavor! You guys are just kids... I, I... 
Waaaaaaah...!” She started wailing uncontrollably. Justin covered his ears, the pitch 
of her cries being damn near deafening. Maya would have been the first one to rub 
it in that her cooking was shit, but even she didn’t have the heart to be a bitch 
when Rise was crying her eyes out. She bit her bottom lip and watched with shame 
as Rise sobbed uncontrollably. 


“_..It's spicy, but it's still good.” Nanako choked up, having forced the food down her 
throat. You could tell just by looking at her she didn’t like it; that she was lying just 
to calm Rise down. It seemed Rise was very gullible though. As was everyone else in 
the room. She immediately cut her tears off, not even slowing to a halt. She had 
been faking the entire time just to make people feel bad. Maya damn near jumped 


across the table to strangle her. She’d give Rise a legitimate reason to cry if she 
was going to try and twist around everyone’s emotions. 


“Nanako-chan...! | knew it! Nanako-chan's the most mature person in this room!” 
Rise beamed with pride, apparently taking Nanako’s half-assed attempt at cheering 
her up as confirmation that her food was not just edible, but the best. Rise got more 
than a fair share of glares from around the table. Justin in particular seemed pissed, 
but believe him when he said he had no intention of getting on Rise’s bad side. She 
could easily black mail him if she wanted to. And she probably would. What a 
devious girl. 


“C-Crocodile tears!? 


“They’re going to be real tears in a second.” Maya snarled, glaring threateningly at 
Rise. Never before had Justin seen someone cut to size quicker than he had now. 
Maya could be pretty damn intimidating when she tried to be. 


“You're lying.” 
“...Excuse me?” 


The interrogator had cut Justin off midway through his story to accuse him of falsery 
in his testimony. Justin wasn’t entirely sure he had just heard the bastard right. Did 
he just try to tell Justin he was wrong? That he was fabricating all this? That this 
interrogator knew more about the television and persona and all that crap than he 
did? Because if he was, he had another thing coming. 


“| said you're lying.” The interrogator repeated, very visibly annoyed by what he 
perceived as lies. Only they weren't lies, and Justin was very pissed off at his 
insinuation that they were. “We have the records on the Hanged-Man murder cases 
in Inaba. We know Mitsuo only killed Marooka, and | know you're bullshitting right 
now. We already know who the real killer is, so you can stop hiding that from me.” 


Justin glared at the cop for a long while, every ounce of anger in his body circulating 
in his head. His glare was intense enough that if heat-vision was a real thing, he no 
doubt would have melted this asshole’s skull off. But it wasn’t, so all he could do 
was clench his fists together and hope he didn’t lose his cool. He didn’t need the 
asshole residing in his skull trying to take advantage. 


“...You’re a fucking idiot. Did you even read those files? Mitsuo was suspected of the 
other two cases at first as well. We found out later that it wasn’t him. Now unless 
you'd like to showcase more of your ignorance, | suggest you sit down and shut the 
fuck up.” Justin barked at the interrogator, slamming his fist into the table as he 
darted up from his chair. The interrogator glared at him for a while, saying nothing 
until he finally sat down. He simply had stopped acknowledging Justin when he went 


into this phase; it was the only way he would calm down and he could take control 
of these circumstances. 


“So you Say... Or is it that you’re trying to hide the killer’s true identity. We’ve got a 
lot of written statements on file from him about you, you know? From our 
understanding, you two were close. But news for you; hiding his secret doesn’t help 
when he’s already in jail-“ 


“Was.” 


The interrogator paused for a moment, very much alarmed by this. The killer was 
supposed to be serving a life sentence with no chance of parol. If he wasn’t in jail 
anymore, something very illegal had just gone down. He only hoped Justin meant 
that the killer had expired; gotten shanked to death or something. Anything else, 
and everyone was in a lot of danger right about now. “Was? What the hell do you 
mean was!?” The interrogator shouted in slight panic. This could be disastrous if 
this man was walking the streets again. Justin took a puff of his cigarette before 
smirking slightly. 


“Exactly what it sounds like.” 


